EXTREMES MEET

Milton extended his arms in a tremendous gesture
worthy of some patriarchal drama in Canaan.

" It's god's truth, Skipper. He's mad about her. I
got it from the girl who has the room next door to her at
old Mere Bonbon's Pension. Adele. Very smart girl.
Very reliable girl." He smacked his lips.

" In love with you, of course," Waterlow sneered.

Milton made such a gesture as a conjurer makes at the
conclusion of a successful trick.

" They can't help it, Skipper. I haven't given Adele
more than a coffee. But ..."

He ceased. The wonder of his fascination was not to
be expressed in words.

Waterlow turned over to the next note.

Arthur Radcliffe (suspect] . . ."he broke off angrily,

" What on earth do you mean by writing c suspect'
against the name of Mr Radcliffe, you farcical oaf? "

Milton was unmoved.

" He's a suspect to me, Skipper. I can't say otherwise.
Queenie Walters is a suspect. Mr Radcliffe visits her.
Mr Radcliffe becomes a suspect Am I to blame ? " He
wagged his head gravely. " These things come to me."

" Well, you're never to write suspect against the names
of members of the Legation. I never heard such infernal
cheek."

" What's the Legation to me, Skipper ? " he de-
manded woodenly, washing out any attempt to corrupt
him by a hint of privilege with a gesture of his coarse
grimy hands. " My business is to suspect everybody. I
do. There isn't anybody in this city who can look Milton
in the face. No one. Nohow. They're all afraid of me.
If I go into a public lavatory, everybody inside trembles.
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